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going on. Mrs. Rylands drifted to the balcony and discovered the
old moon creeping up the sky above the eastward promontory5
picking out the palm fronds and patterning the darkness of the
garden.
Extraordinary! It was long past her customary bedtime and
everything was most improper for a woman in her condition, and
yet instead of feeling distressed, fatigued and dismayed, she was
elated. It was, to be frank with herself, a great lark. It would be
something to tell Philip, It was still extremely dangerous and it
might become at any time horrible and tragic, but it no longer
appeared a monstrous and unnatural experience. She believed
that on the whole she was likely to succeed in this adventure.
Things so far had gone amazingly well. If one kept one's head they
might still go well. The frontier was not half an hour's walk away.
Being outside the law, fighting the established system of things,
was after all nothing so very overwhelming.
Problem: to get him away.
That was going to be an anxious business. There in sight were
the lights of Mentone, France, freedom and security. The real
Civilisation. And against that a dark headland, the edge of
captive Italy. Where tonight the Fascists would be watching.
Where always perhaps there were watchers, now that Italy was a
prison.
Such a very middle-aged man he was!
In romances and plays a fugitive was at least able to run. Most
fugitives in fiction were high-grade amateur runners. One
thought of a young handsome white face, with a streak of hair
across it and perhaps blood, a white shirt torn open - a tenor part.
If only this were so now, one might give him a rest, smuggle him
down to the beach tomorrow night and set him off to swim across
that dark crescent of water, to sanctuary. What could it be alto-
gether? Four miles? Five miles? Or put him in the bathing boat.
But that might be difficult. At times there were searchlights. Odd
there were none just now! Perhaps that put swimming or a boat
out of court even for heroes. A really good swimmer might dive as
the light swept by. Or one could have packed him off up the
gorge to clamber into the hills and escape by precipitous leaping
and climbing. But for that a Douglas Fairbanks would be needed.
Her mind struggled against an overbearing gravitation towards
the prosaic conclusion, that the most suitable role for Signer
Vinciguerra would be that of a monthly nurse, into which he